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is, if he detests living in a town. I have not even
nephews and nieces whom it would be natural to
see something of; and thus it is a wise economy
to practise for solitude.

From the point of view of work, too, it is unde-
niably delightful. I need never suspend a train of
thought; I can write till I have finished a subject.
There is never the abominable necessity of stop-
ping in the middle of a sentence, with the prospect
of having laboriously to recapture the mood; and-
ifis the same with reading. If I am interested in
a book, I can read on till I am satiated, .Never
before in my life have I had the chance of reading,
asTheocrite praised God, " morning, evening, noon,
and night." But now, if I get really absorbed in
a volume, I can let the whole story, tragedy or
comedy, open before me, take its course, and draw
to a close. The result is that I find I can apprehend
a book in a way that I have never apprehended one
before, in its entirety; one can enter wholly and
completely into the mind of an author, into the
progress of a biography; so that to read a book
now is like sitting out a play.

All this is very delightful; and no less delightful,
too, is it, if the mood takes me, to wander off for
a whole day in the country; to moon onwards
entirely oblivious of time; to stop on a hill-top
and survey a scene, to turn into a village church :
and sit long in the cool gloom; to seek out the
heart of a copse, all carpeted with spring flowers,
and to lie on a green bank, with the whisper of the
leaves in one's ear j or to sit beside a stream, near